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differences, the meetings of the societies she
attends, the places she visits. Her talk is always
full of anecdotes about mysterious people whose
names are familiar to me from her talk but with
whom I have never come into contact. It is
impossible to forecast what circumstances may
fill her with excitement and delight. She will giv6
you a dramatic account of a skirmish with her
Vicar about some incredibly trifling matter, or
describe with zest how she unveiled the pretentious
machinations of some undesirable relative. She
is full of malice, anger, uncharitableness/ indigna-
tion ; but, on the other hand, she is just as full of
compassion, goodwill, admiration, and enthusiasm.
Everyone she knows is either perfectly delightful
or else entirely intolerable ; and thus she converts
what would seem to many people a confined and
narrow sphere of action into a stormy and generous
clash of great forces.

On this particular occasion she kept me waiting
for a few minutes, and then darted into the room
with an eager apology. She had just had, she
said, very bad news. Her second son, a soldier
in India, had died suddenly of fever, and the news
had reached her only that morning. She is a
devoted mother, "and she wept frankly and un-
ashamedly as she told me the sad details. Her
grief was evidently deep and profound; and yet,
strange to say, I found myself realising that this
event, entailing peculiarly tragic consequences which
I need not here define, was to the gallant old lady,
in spite of, or rather in consequence of, her grief,